CHAPTER 151 


September 20, 2011 


“BEYOND THIS POINT IS CONFIDENTIAL! ENTRY IS FORBIDDEN FOR ORDINARY 
COMBATANTS AND RESEARCHERS. PLEASE PRESENT YOUR ID.” 


It took quite a bit of climbing, but the investigation team had slowly ascended their 
way through the base in their pursuit of Naoto... and descending once or twice as 
they found one or two doors locked in their attempts to climb the metallic base. This 
was one of those times as the group came to a stop in front of the door, groaning a 
bit as the mechanical voice warned them that access to the next room was 
prohibited for the likes of themselves. This was made partially worse by the fact 
that the last door they had entered had literally had the same exact security 
measure; only, the ID card that worked on that door was completely ineffectual on 
this one. Justin sighed as he quickly tried to swipe the card several times, each time 
met with an access denied notification. 


“Guess we have to find another ID...” Yu groaned as Justin angrily pressed the key 
card in time after time, doing all sorts of weird tricks with the way he slid the card in 
and pulled it out; as if just the way he was scanning the card was going to give 
them access. Rise sighed a bit, staring at the door with disappointment as Justin 
furiously tried everything he could to get through without having to do more 
backtracking. Anything but fighting more shadows; not when they were so close. 


“He’s right behind this door, too.” Rise remarked with disappointment, her Persona 
abilities scanning the area, as though to sense the shadow and the human on the 
other side. There was something a little off about her quick scan of the 
environment, but she figured that wasn’t important right now. What was important 
was they needed to get on the other side of this door and get Naoto out of there. 
Justin turned around to face Rise, an expression of shock on his face, as though 
surprised to see they were SO close, and yet they had to turn around just to look for 
another fucking card. 


“Seriously?” He remarked, still leaning over the console that would open the door to 
Naoto’s location. Rise nodded timidly, very much upset that they were being 
stopped by something as silly as a door; as silly as a mere barricade. They should 
have been able to overcome this without having to trace their steps. Justin shook 
his head violently before signaling the others to stay with his hand and dropping 
down to his knee. “No, fuck that. Let me try messing with the wiring.” 


“Mess with the wiri- Justin, do you even know how to rewire... whatever that thing 
is!?” Chie questioned with concern as Justin tugged at the casing of the machine, 
trying to pop the thing open and expose its insides so that he could get a better 


look at what he was working with. “We don’t need you locking us out for good you 
know!” She scolded with caution, clearly fearful of Justin messing with something he 
knew little to nothing about. He was good with computers, but this wasn’t exactly a 
personal computer he was dealing with here. Justin grunted as he finally tugged the 
Casing open, exposing its hardware to the open air around him. He breathed out 
with relief as he relaxed his muscles, as though tired just from the act of opening 
the machine up. He probably was all things considered. 


“Hey, have a little more faith will ya?” Justin joked, though his voice came out softly, 
as though to request a little more moral support from Chie. She sighed a bit, 
shaking her head; though whether she was disappointed at herself for not having a 
little more trust in Justin’s ability to hardwire whatever it was he was hardwiring or 
disappointed in Justin for messing with something that he was clearly not familiar 
with, she wasn’t sure herself. “Alright let’s see... the scanner is connected by this 
wire here to the door... Which means the switch should to get it open should be 
somewhere in this general area. Yeah; | can work with this, but you’re gonna have 
to give me a moment.” Justin reassure them before sticking his torso into the 
machine, examining the wiring more closely as he got up close and personal with 
the hardware. 


“Well that’s good...?” Yu remarked, slowly turning away from the exit and back to 
the door Justin was now working on opening. He hadn’t assumed Justin would be 
able to actually get the damn thing open, so he was already half way out the door 
to go look for the next key card. “Hey, while we’re on the topic; what do half these 
machines do anyway? They just kind of sit there...” Yu mused allowed, pacing back 
to the rest of the group as he looked around at the room at the blinking lights and 
buttons that really didn’t seem to do anything at all. 


“These things do science so hard, you Say ‘I’ve never seen that much science.’ And 
it’s all, ‘check this out,’ then boom: more science.” Justin chuckled to himself as he 
fiddled around with the wiring inside the console, flipping switches and pulling apart 
hardware. It really didn’t look like he knew what he was doing, but alas, interrupting 
him by this point wasn’t going to do anything but guarantee that scanner wouldn’t 
work. Yosuke shrugged a bit, ignoring Justin’s sarcastic humor and pop culture 
references for a moment as he seriously considered the possible implications. 


“l’unno. Maybe it’s just because he’s so smart.” Yosuke thought into the matter, 
trying to figure out whatever reason her castle, her bathouse, her stripclub was a 
mechanical base that looked like it was ripped straight out of a children’s live action 
show. Justin could be heard laughing hysterically as the remark left Yosuke’s mouth, 
much to the majority of the group’s annoyance. Or at least everyone but Maya. 


“Naoto. Smart. Good one.” Justin continued to laugh as he fiddled around with the 
machinery. It was only a moment before he had finished rewiring the damn thing, 
eliminating the obstacle in their way. “Alright; found the switch. Let’s see how deep 


this rabbit hole goes.” Justin joked before flipping the switch, crawling out of the 
machine and kicking the cabinet shut with the back of his foot as he stood back up 
and turned around. The group stood there, watching as the doors slowly opened, 
creaky, loud, but still parting to allow the group entrance. As the doors came to a 
full opening, the group could peer in to see the figure of both Naoto and her 
shadow; and it seemed Naoto was very much fully awake. In fact, she seemed very 
calm, all things considered; one of those things being that there was an operation 
table just a few feet in front of her with GIANT FUCKING BUZZSAWS coming down 
from the ceiling. Holy fuck; what the hell was going on in this room. The shadow... 
strangely enough, was wearing a long white lab coat, and seemed to be rubbing its 
eyes furiously. Leave it to Naoto to make her shadow cry instead of the other way 
around. 


“Two of them?” Kurt remarked with surprise as they walked in, not as used to the 
whole shadow thing as the others. “So wait, does that mean one’s Naoto and one’s 
his shadow?” Kurt questioned, kind of getting it but not really. He still wasn’t 
entirely sure how this whole ‘replacing the original Kurt’ thing worked, so seeing 
two Naoto’s like this was actually explaining a lot to him. Justin nodded with 
confirmation, bringing him to date with a single motion of his head. Naoto of course 
heard Kurt’s inquiry and soon looked over her shoulder to glance at the just arriving 
Investigation Team. She could honestly say she was surprised to see Kurt here, 
when he had never been seen with the rest of the group, only Justin and Maya, but 
otherwise, it seemed all was going according to plan for her. 


“Ah. It’s about time you arrived. Dealing with this child has been quite a pain...” 
Naoto muttered with annoyance, an irritated expression on her face as her shadow 
continued to bawl like a baby. Justin couldn’t help but cross his arms, eye lids half 
closed as he stared at Naoto. It was so... brilliantly ironic. | mean, yeah, the shadow 
was a manifestation of the inner feelings of the original, so it should be expected, 
but just the very act of Naoto calling someone a child... The kettle calling the pot 
black at its finest. Now he was just waiting for her to accuse the shadow of murder 
(which probably wouldn’t be that far off in all honesty.) 


“No! No, no, don't go!” The shadow begged, practically trying to cling to Naoto’s 
leg as she turned about to walk away from the over-grown cry baby. Awkward 
glances could be seen passed from member to member as they watched the 
shadow throw a tantrum, kind of off-put by the implications of what the shadow 
might have been representing. A place ripped straight out of a children’s live action 
show, check. Shadow acting like a child, check. That really over grown lab coat it 
was wearing that was clearly much too big for her, check. It all pointed to the 
shadow being in an infant like state of mind. Naoto sighed, rolling her eyes as she 
turned back to her shadow. 


“It's useless Speaking with you. | need to go back now...” Naoto groaned with 
exasperation, clearly fed up with dealing with this overgrown man child. After all, 


there was nothing more annoying than dealing with a child when they were 
throwing a tantrum; something her shadow had presumably been doing for a while 
now. After all, it was very uncommon to find the kidnap victim fully conscious as 
they busted down the door; the one exception being Justin, and he wasn’t even in 
the fucking room, so they weren’t sure how much that counted for. You had to 
wonder how long Naoto had been awake that food or water didn’t seem to be 
factoring in to how she was holding herself up. The shadow continued to beg 
though. 


“Why? Why're you leaving me here!? Why am I always left alone!? It's so 
lonely... | don't wanna be alone!” The shadow continued to drown itself in tears. 
In a way, it was kind of sad to watch, knowing very well that what the shadow was 
saying was what Naoto had felt (granted, blown to astronomical proportions, but 
what she felt nonetheless. ) Even Justin couldn’t help but feel a little bad, as angry 
as he was trying to look, as much as he wanted Naoto to feel bad about all she had 
said about him and Maya after they put themselves on the line to save her ass. 
Naoto groaned, having about enough of this charade. 


“You wear the same face as me... It's as if you're implying we're one and the same. 
But the difference between me and you is...” Naoto began to speak, to try and put 
the shadow in its place using words alone. Of course, the problem with that is that 
Naoto was trying to distinguish a difference between her and her shadow; and as 
we all know, doing that was always a very bad idea. The shadow stopped bawling 
almost immediately as it hear the magic words, it’s eyes widening a bit to show off 
the sinister golden shade of its eyes, glowing in the dark, machine lit room. 


“Why delude yourself? | am you.” The shadow suddenly shouted with anger, 
jumping at the chance to shove the truth of Naoto’s thoughts and heart down her 
throat. Naoto’s eyes widened slightly at the sudden change of demeanor, at her 
shadow’s sudden move from begging and pleading to an offensive maneuver. 
“These childish gestures are no mere affectation... They're the truth. The 
fools all say it, don't they...? ‘You're only a child,’ ‘Keep out of our 
business, kid,’ and so forth. No matter how many cases you spend hours 
cogitating over, no matter how many crimes you solve, you're a child in 
their eyes. It's your brain they're interested in. The grey matter locked up 
in that skull. As long as they need it, you're an ace detective! But once 
you're done, it's back to the playpen with you. You haven't the means to 
deal with society's two-faced nature... You're just a lonely child.” The 
shadow lectured her, trying to jump at her fears and her doubts. Naoto was getting 
a little squirmish, though she did try to keep as cool a demeanor as possible given 
the circumstances. 


“That... kind of explains a lot actually...” Justin muttered to himself. She wasn’t 
necessarily accusing Justin and Maya of murder because she believed they were the 
culprits (she sort of did, of course, but beside the point) but rather because she was 


trying to cling to a case and everyone involved with it. Because when the case was 
closed, she feared she’d simply be thrown out; her services having all but been 
used up by that point. “Still pissed though.” Justin remarked afterwards, as though 
anyone were going to judge him for not being angry about Naoto calling him a 
murderer. 


“Il wanna be a grown-up... | wanna be a big boy right now... Then they'll 
see who | am... I... | want a reason for me to stay...” The shadow began to act 
like a child again, mocking Naoto from where it stood. By this point Naoto was 
getting rather pissed off, not exactly a fan of being called a child, let alone a clingy 
one that couldn’t let go of a single case. 


“That's enough. | can find my own reason for living...” Naoto tried to shut the 
shadow up, to try to act dignified and confident about her fears and concerns; but 
alas, a shadow was a shadow, and she certainly wasn’t fooling it by simply acting as 
though nothing was bothering her. Hell, the very fact that she was trying to keep 
the shadow quiet was proof she didn’t want to hear it, and why wouldn’t she want 
to hear it if it wasn’t true? Aside from the shadow being a whiny bitch that is. 


“Hah... I'm telling you that's impossible. You are but a child. How can you 
change that essential truth? At your core, you admire the sort of "strong" 
and "cool" men who populate detective fiction. But in trying to emulate 
them, you must know that in truth, you're nothing of the sort-you're a 
child. There's no avoiding first principles... Admit that you're a child, and 
admit that there's nothing you can do about it. Now then! Our analysis is 
complete. Let us begin the body alteration procedure. You have no 
objections, do you... "Naoto" Shirogane?” The shadow continued to mock 
Naoto. By this point she had completely lost her cool, not wanting to hear the truths 
being thrown at her; especially not something like this. And seriously, what the fuck 
was all this body alteration crap? Was she getting plastic surgery or something? 
Because Justin didn’t know about Naoto, but he wouldn’t want to get any kind of 
surgery on a table with a giant fucking drill and buzzsaw hanging over it. 


“Stop it!” She screamed at the shadow, trying to get it to shut up. By this point it 
had become increasingly clear shit was about to hit the fan. Yosuke had attempt to 
run forth, to stop her from saying anything stupid, but Kanji simply extended his 
arm, stopping him and shaking his head. For whatever reason, he was against the 
prospect of stopping Naoto from denying herself; perhaps because he felt she 
deserved the right to get some skeletons out of her closet. Whatever it was, Yosuke 
sighed and stood down from his attempts to rescue Naoto before she said the magic 
words. 


“‘Naoto’... Such a cool, manly name! But a name doesn't change the truth. 
It doesn't let you cross the barrier between the sexes.” Everyone's eyes 
widened slightly at the prospect of crossing gender barriers; perhaps less because 


of the actual prospect and more because they got a real deep sinking feeling about 
something. Everyone, save Kurt who had never really caught on to Justin calling 
Naoto a she this whole time, slowly turned their attention to Justin, who was just 
wearing this really smug grin on his face, pride in his eyes, biting his bottom lip as if 
he were about to burst out laughing at any moment. “How could you become an 
ideal man when you were never a male to begin with...?” And there went the 
bombshell, everyone’s jaws dropping as Justin crouched down and fist pumped with 
glee. 


“OH! In your FUCKING faces!” Justin shouted with excitement and glee, proud to rub 
it in all of their faces after they had mocked him and called him an idiot for knowing 
what anyone with fucking ears and eyes should have been able to have picked up 
on. Chie clearly wanted to say something, but everytime she tried to verbalize her 
thoughts, it simply came out as an ‘ah’ sound, as though she didn’t know HOW to 
talk. “You all said | was crazy! You said, ‘don’t be a douchebag, Naoto’s a he.’ Well 
guess fucking what? She wasn’t! How you like them apples, bitches!” Justin got into 
all of their faces as he laughed hysterically, mocking them all and their stupidity. 


“Dude, is now REALLY the time?” Yosuke remarked with slight annoyance in Justin’s 
insistence in rubbing it in their face, in his lack of sportsmanship in his apparent 
victory on a matter that really wasn’t all that big of a deal in the first place. | mean 
it kind of was, because they were calling a chick a dude for the last few months, but 
let’s be serious. They had bigger problems than bragging rights right now. Justin 
just shook his head, oblivious to the situation he had found himself. 


“Oh no, I’ve been waiting for this moment for fucking months now! I'd like to just 
take this moment to individually tell you all to go fuck yourselves for not believing 
your friend Justin and being huge assholes about it.” Justin mocked, individually 
walking up to each member of the investigation team, getting in their face and 
cursing them out with a smile on his face. “Fuck you, fuck you, fuck you, fuck you; 
I’d say fuck you, but you’d kick my ass.” Justin remarked as he passed by Chie. He 
was right, for the record; it wouldn’t be the first time she’d kicked his ass for cursing 
at her, even if it was in jest. “And | don’t think you ever bitched me out for it, so 
you're in the clear.” Justin remarked for Yukiko as he passed by her. 

She seemed happy about it anyway. “Fuck you, and you don’t even know who 
Naoto is. There, done.” Justin rubbed his hands together, as if to wipe dirt off his 
hands as he walked away from Kurt, a look of satisfaction on his face as he crossed 
his arms and stared back at the shadow and Naoto. Strangely, both Naoto and the 
shadow seemed bewildered by Justin’s little show, as if they’d never seen 
something so... stupid. “Oh no please, don’t let me stop you.” Justin flicked his 
wrist, encouraging them to go back to bitching each other out. And they did, after 
staring at him with wide eyes for a moment. 


“| won't throw a tantrum... That accomplishes nothing...!” Naoto turned back to her 
shadow, calmed down a little, but not nearly enough to really throw the shadow off 


its path of destruction. The shadow smirked a bit amused, by Naoto’s attempts of 
throwing the shadow off her trail, as if to try and feign ignorance towards what she 
knew was true. The shadow started laughing hysterically, maniacally even for a 
brief moment, a wide, wicked smirk on it’s face. 


“How often I've heard those words from the adults. ‘Throwing a tantrum 
won't solve anything, Naoto-kun,’ and other such bilge! They made you 
cry, didn't they? Yet here you are, mimicking those same men. What 
exactly are you trying to justify?” The shadow chuckled to itself. Naoto just 
seemed perplexed though, almost as though her mental state had snapped as the 
shadow pointed out a glaring hole in her mentality. Her eyes widened, her jaw 
dropped, and it had become increasingly obvious that she was scared; scared of the 
truth the shadow spoke as it mocked her from afar. “It's all right. You needn't 
suffer anymore. That's why you're undergoing this body alteration 
procedure to begin with. You throw a tantrum, but it fails to change the 
situation a single bit... | can quite understand the feeling. After all... | am 
you.” 


“That's not true!!” She finally shouted, having about enough of this bullcrap. Man, 
the investigation team didn’t even have a chance to react for that one, she just out 
right denied it with full force. The shadow began to glow that purple aura, laughing 
maniacally as power pulsed outwards from it, it’s shape slowly distorting, though 
still maintaining a humanoid shape. Naoto backed away with terror as she felt the 
power surging from the shadow, though it was much too late for her to take back 
what she had said, or to escape the radius of the shadow’s explosion of power. 


“Don’t say it!” Chie tried calling out to Naoto, as if she still had time to stop herself 
from fucking up big time and denying her shadow’s existence. Alas, however, it was 
much too late; you could just feel it in the air, the wind pushing against them as the 
shadow seemed to spew out pure energy from the pores of its skin, powering up. 
Kanji shook his head as the figure grew three times its size, it’s skin shining like 
metal, it’s form bulky like steel... Also it was a giant robot; just so you knew. By this 
point Naoto had out right passed out; perhaps the sight being too much to bear, 
perhaps the energy blowing outwards from the now transforming form just being to 
forceful for her to withstand any longer. Whatever it was, it knocked her clean out, 
leaving only the investigation team, and her shadow. 


“It's okay... Let the kid spill the whole thing. If not, Naoto's just gonna keep 
hurting... We'll just do our job and kick the Shadow's ass. Yeah?” Kanji spoke to the 
others, striking an aggressive pose as the shadow stared over them, metallic 
spotlight eyes flashing down on them in blinding fashion. Most of them had to hold 
their hands in front of their eyes to keep themselves from being blinded by the 
spotlight. Justin groaned as the spotlight slowly dimmed, allowing them to see 
again, the robotic figure hovering above them, jetpack on its back, cartoonish laser 
gun in its hand. The shadow laughed at them all, it’s mechanical voice echoing 


throughout the room, filtered like it were going through a dial up connection and 
had REALLY shitty audio quality. 


“As if you know anything about me! You'll kick my ass, huh? Fine... Go 
ahead and try, you lizard-brained imbecile!! ” The shadow threatened, as it 
slowly aimed its gun down at everyone down on the ground beneath her. “MUTE 
RAY.” The shadow’s voice echoed down into halls below, the tip of its gun glowing 
as it charged up. The investigation team’s eyes widened for only a brief moment as 
they tried to scatter. Strangely, Maya stopped to try and drag Naoto out of the way 
of the blast, to insure she wasn’t going to get killed by whatever it was that robotic 
Naoto clone was shooting at them. Probably a bad move in retrospect, because 
while it hurt like a bitch, it wasn’t lethal. And Naoto was by all means dead-weight; 
Maya couldn’t drag her out of the way quick enough as a blast of light was shot 
down into the ground below, knocking her over and enveloping her in its glow. Justin 
quickly rushed back over as the fog of war began to clear, heart racing as he tried 
to make out Maya’s figure in the disappearing glow. Thank fully she seemed fin, 
leaning over on her knees, but very much able to move. She looked like she was 
coughing, but Justin certainly didn’t hear it. 


“Jesus Maya, are you alright?” Justin questioned, helping her back up to her feet, 
steadying her as she shook her head, as though trying to shake off the headache 
she had right now. She smiled a bit after dusting off her skirt, though when she 
went to speak, to confirm she was just fine, not a sound left her lips. And she was 
very well aware of it, given the way her eyes seemed to widen as her lips flapped 
without sound. She frantically tried to speak after that, though she still remained 
voiceless. “Maya? What are you... Oh shit...” Justin slowly realized what was going 
on. Mute ray. Mute. Of course; why hadn't he had figured that out immediately? 
“Maya, stay calm; Just keep trying to talk until we figure out what’s going on here, 
and whatever you do, don’t try using your powers.” Justin ordered her, hand on her 
shoulder as he tried to keep her from shaking like a maraca. She nodded timidly 
before mouthing off what looked like a confirmation; but Justin couldn’t lip read well, 
so for all he knew, she could have just claimed to have fucked a toaster. Hopefully 
not anyway. 


Justin soon ran off to join the others, who were trying to fight off the shadow with 
their personas, Swarming around it in the air in what looked almost looked like a 
dogfight, each being flying around the other and slinging spells at each other. The 
robot had landed briefly just long enough for Kurt to try and take a swing at it, but 
as you may or may not be aware, punching a giant hunk of metal, even with brass 
knuckles, hurt like a bitch. Kurt soon found himself hopping about, holding his hand 
in his wrist as he tried hold back screams of pain. If shadows had bones, he’d swear 
he had broken every one of them in his hand. Seemed Kurt’s area of expertise was 
of no use here. Justin sighed before summoning his own persona, flinging it forth at 
Naoto’s shadow in an attempt at knocking it out of the sky. 


“Agilao!” Justin shouted, ordering the Persona to shoot out a strong burst of fire at 
the machine, trying to burn through its steel hull and expose its insides. Instead, the 
fire simply bounced away from the machine, as if it weren’t even hurting it. Which is 
saying something because it was a fucking flamethrower. The shadow didn’t seem 
too pleased by the annoyance all the same, regardless of it having no effect on his 
defenses. 


“Galgalim Eyes.” The shadow remarked, suddenly turning it’s head towards 
Justin. 


“Wait, what?” And just like that the shadow turned its beams, not at Justin’s 
Persona, but rather at Justin, taking him down quickly, and cleanly as the lights 
emitted from its eyes burned through his defenses. As the rubble from the blast 
cleared, Justin laid in the center, gripping his side with pain as he tried to hold onto 
his conscious state. 


“Justin!” Chie called out nervously to him, as he squirmed around in pain. She 
quickly ran over to where he had been dug in by the enemies attack, deflecting the 
enemies attempts at striking Chie down as she ran with several shields of ice. 
Thankfully, there was no hot steam involved this time; so no one lost an eye. She 
quickly slid into the ditch, alongside Maya, who really had nothing else she could do 
but try to gain access to her healing spells again. “Justin, are you alright!?” 


“...kinda?” He groaned, taking in a deep breath as his ribs cried out in pain, every 
pore of his skin crying out as though burnt to a crisp. Physically, he looked fine, and 
quite honestly, he probably was; but that didn’t mean he wasn’t in a lot of pan right 
now, as if that laser had done nothing more than mess with his muscles. Chie stared 
at him with fright and pity before turning her attention over to Maya. 


“W-Well? What are you waiting for!?” Chie nervously scolded Maya for not already 
trying to pull out her healing magic to get Justin back on his feet. After all, the fact 
that there was nothing visibly wrong with Justin was pretty damn concerning when 
he was definitely in pain. Maya grimaced for a moment before flapping her lips 
again, trying to speak, but physically unable to. Chie was a little confused at first, 
but she eventually caught on. After all, Maya wasn’t one to joke around during 
emergencies like this; why start now? “Shiiit! Come on hang in there.” 


“I’m in pain, not dyin- Oh fuck. | don’t know where my kidney is... but it hurts.” 
Justin groaned again, trying to calm Chie down somewhat, though to not much 
success. She was still frantically trying to examine him for anything that was wrong, 
her bottom lip clenched between her teeth as she leaned over him, as if he were on 
his death bed. Maya had her eyes clamped shut as she constantly tried to mutter 
spells, to try and get her powers to immerge; but alas, she couldn’t even find the 
energy to call upon the power within her. 


“We don’t have time for this.” Chie remarked after a while, realizing Maya wasn’t 
having much progress in finding her voice, as much as she tried to push the air 
through her throat. They weren’t going to get Justin off the ground just be waiting 
for Maya to use her powers this time around. “I'll go get Yukiko.” Chie tried to 
reassure Justin; after all, prior to Maya’s inclusion in the team, Yukiko had been the 
medic. She should have no trouble getting Justin back on his feet. However, just as 
Chie was about to run off, Justin grabbed her by the wrist, stopping her from 
leaving, much at his painful expense. 


“No wait!” He shouted, groaning a bit as he rested his back into the ground after 
leaning forth to stop Chie from running away. Chie seemed concerned, but she 
obliged all the same. Little had she known that while Maya was trying to chant her 
spells again and while she was busy examining him for injuries, his eyes had been 
examining the shadow soaring through the sky, trying to find some sort of 
weakness... And he thought he might have just found it. “Up there, the jetpack.” 
Justin pointed out the spot to Chie, trying to make it very clear to her where she 
needed to aim. “The exhaust pipe up there; if you can freeze it close, the jetpack 
will overload and it’ll come crashing down.” Justin described to her, hoping she 
would know how to go about doing that. She stared at him for a moment, biting her 
bottom lip before getting up and turning her attention to the shadow flying about, 
trying to aim a shot to the best of her ability. 


“Suzuka Gongen! Bufula!” She shouted, ordering her persona to stop trying to strike 
it down with physical strike and to focus her power on that one spot. Her Persona 
gracefully flew around the machine behemoth, trying to find a shot to cast her Bufu 
spell. It took a moment, with the shadow possibly having figured out what Chie’s 
plan was, but thanks to a quick distraction by Yu’s Persona smacking the shadow 
upside the head, she eventually manage to get a clear shot at it. With a single 
graceful gesture, she cast her spell freezing the exhaust pipe shut. As much as the 
shadow tried to unclog the frozen bit that now constipated it’s exhaust, it simply 
could not break free, and soon went tumbling to the ground as the jetpack 
overloaded and went on the fritz. It roughly skid on the ground, grinding metal 
against metal in a horrible ear screeching sound, before finally coming to a stop, 
right in front of Kanji’s persona, who happily throve it’s thunderbolt shaped blade 
straight through the now downed robot’s skull, causing the machine’s arms to shoot 
up in response, before crashing down as all systems shut down. 


“Boom, baby!” Kanji shouted with pure adrenaline, as the machine twitched before 
slowly accepting its death, electric malfunctions coursing through its circuitry, the 
occasional bulb being blown out or screw turning on loose in the seizure motion. 
The shadow, as always, slowly began to take its humanoid form again, thankfully 
opting not to form where the head had been pierced moments earlier; otherwise 
there would be no accepting the new shadow. Chie sighed with relief to see the plan 
worked before gesturing Yukiko over to help heal Justin. She was a little confused 
why she had to do it when Maya was right there, but she did it nonetheless. She 


cast a couple rounds of Dia spells to bring Justin up to tip top shape, and while his 
balance was a little wobbly as he stood back up from the dirt grave beneath him. He 
shook Yukiko’s hand with gratitude, a warm smile on his hand before they all circled 
around Naoto, who was slowly beginning to return to consciousness. Anyone else 
think it’s a little convenient they always wake up after their shadow goes down? 
Yeah me neither. 


“Are you awake!?” Yukiko questioned with concern as Naoto pushed herself up from 
the groaned, groaning a bit with pain as she tried to steady herself. She seemed 
pretty confused at first, mostly because she had just woken up from being 
unconscious in an unfamiliar place, partially because she had hit her head on the 
way down; something very clearly evident by the way she was gripping her skull 
and groaning with pain. 


“Where am I...? | remember you all arriving, and...” Naoto began to question, trying 
to descipher where it was she had awoken. It only took her a moment to put the 
pieces together though. “That's right... You saw everything...” She sighed a bit as 
her eyes slowly drifted to her shadow, painfully trying to crawl its way back to a 
standing position, though failing to even get up on its knees. It was clear that 
regardless of what she did, the shadow wasn’t going to make it; it took too much 
damage to keep living in whatever this world was. She didn’t even need to 
acknowledge its existence... but she felt she needed to. She took a seat beside the 
shadow, still crawling around, trying to claw its way to Naoto, at its one chance of 
life. “I lost both my parents in an accident. | was still young, so my grandfather took 
me in. | was inept at making friends... so | spent my time reading detective novels 
in my grandfather's study.” Naoto spoke aloud; though whether she was speaking 
to the shadow or the investigation team wasn’t really clear. Justin passed her a 
sympathetic look, even though she couldn’t really see. 


“| used to do the same thing with my copy of Hamlet.” He muttered, trying not to 
let Naoto hear, lest she think he’d gone soft on her. As much as they seemed to 
have a lot of common, as much as he could almost feel a lot linking the two 
together; he didn’t want the two to have a connection. And that was something he’d 
probably fight till the day he died. Maya smiled, moving her lips as though to add on 
to what Justin was saying; though she still remained mute. She had tried to mention 
that comic book she used to read; but no one could really see her but Justin, and he 
was far more concerned by the fact that her voice hadn’t come back yet. 


“When I grow up... I'm gonna be an awesome, hard-boiled detective...!” 
The shadow spoke as it continued to try and inch its way to Naoto, stopping dead at 
her feet, gripping onto her shoe, though lacking the strength to pull herself any 
further. Naoto sighed listening to what was essentially her as a child; it was hard to 
decide if she should feel nostalgic or disgusted with the way she had ran her life 
from that point on. She had no qualms about being a detective; but the way she 
went about it? Maybe she had lost her way somewhere along the line. 


“My parents were proud of their job. | had no qualms about following in their 
footsteps... An inherited occupation can feel stifling to many, but | welcomed it. | 
yearned for the day | could be a detective myself... Perhaps | inherited that desire 
from them as well. | was always alone... Seeing that, my grandfather must have 
believed it was his duty to help me realize my dream. | secretly aided my 
grandfather with his clients... And before | knew it, people started calling me Junior 
Detective. At first, | was delighted. But not everything went so smoothly...” Naoto 
pretty much told the story of her life to everyone as she stared herself in the face, 
watching with pity as the shadow tried to grip at its one chance at life. 


“What was that you said about ‘You're only a child...’?” Yukiko questioned, not 
understanding quite what her age had to do with anything. Was it that Naoto was 
just that paranoid of being seen as a child? Of being disposed of or looked down on 
simply because of her age? 


“Not everyone welcomes my collaboration when it comes to solving cases... My 
status as a "child" was sufficient to offend many of those whom | worked with. Were 
that the only issue, then it would have resolved itself with time... But though | will 
one day change from a child to an adult, | will never change from a woman to a 
man...” She sighed with disappointed. Justin couldn’t help but make a slight gagging 
sound. He was generally okay with a lot of things, but for some reason, the thought 
of wanting to switch genders struck his stomach in a less than pleasant way. Maybe 
he just wasn’t as tolerant as he thought he was. 


“Do you not like being a girl...? Is that why you always dress like a boy?” Yukiko 
continued to question, as though it weren’t painfully obvious already that’s what 
Naoto was trying to do. She nodded a bit, almost with disappointment. It wasn’t 
necessarily the being a girl part that bothered her; it was the way people viewed 
being a girl in her field that twisted her stomach and mind. 


“My sex doesn't fit my ideal image of a detective... Besides, the police department 
is a male-oriented society. If they had the slightest ‘concrete’ reason to look down 
on me, no one would need me anymore...” Naoto sighed with disappointment. Most 
of the investigation team shook their heads with disappointment as she put herself 
down before anyone else could. | say most, because Chie was biting her bottom lip 
with concern. She did want to be a cop when she grew up after all, so she couldn’t 
help but wonder if that was true or just paranoia speaking. She didn’t want people 
looking down on her just for being a woman; she just wanted to protect the people 
after all. 


“You don't know that.” Kanji expressed his disappointment in Naoto putting herself 
down based on her gender without even knowing if what she claimed was true. 
After all, it wasn’t like the police force was sexist or anything; at least not the 
majority. Honestly, who even cared if they were; she just wanted the job right? They 
couldn’t take it away from her just for being a woman, so she had nothing to worry 


about. Naoto sighed, hanging her head in shame for a moment before a slight grin 
swept across her face, her eyes hanging upon the sight of her shadow looking up at 
her with pleading eyes. 


“You're absolutely right. I'm sorry... | kept ignoring you, pretending you didn't exist. 
But you are me... and | am you. You've always been inside me. What | should yearn 
for... No, what | must strive for isn't to become a man. It's to accept myself for who | 
really am...” And with that, the shadow smiled nodding a bit with confirmation 
before disappearing in a radiant blue light, purple fog circling around the beacon of 
light. And from that light emerged her Persona: A... Uh... A, umm... 


Look, it had a suit and a lightsaber. That’s all | could make out. Justin sighed a bit as 
the Persona vanished into that blueish light again. He already knew how this was 
going to end. 


“And three... Two... One.” He remarked sarcastically before the blue light shot out 
and struck Naoto in the heart, and the purple fog shot out and flowed down Justin’s 
throat. He couldn’t help but cough a little bit of that shit up as it finished making its 
way to wherever it was his shadow hid inside his body. You would think if he lived in 
Justin’s mind the smoke would go up his skull, not down his throat, but whatever. 
Naoto seemed a little confused as to why only Justin had that happen to him, as did 
Kurt knowing full well that smoke was a shadow, much like him, but no words were 
spoken on the matter. In fact, Naoto outright collapsed after having her Persona 
fuse with her. 


“In any event, you’re a devious bunch... | can’t believe you kept something like this 
hidden for so long... No wonder the perpetrator has eluded the police. But it’s 
apparent now... This case is far from over.” Naoto chuckled a bit as she tried to 
maintain her strength, slight glee as she was thrown back upon the trail of her killer. 
Yosuke smiled a bit, almost proud of the girl kneeling in front of him. 


“That's right... And you proved it, Naoto. Anyways, we can talk more later. We need 
to get you out of here.” 


“| wonder if we can get back home via jetpack...” 


“Sheesh... She really put her life on the line for this...” 


The Investigation Team had all made their way back to Junes, dragging Naoto along 
with them. She had collapsed again almost immediately upon exiting the television, 
not even able to stand from the looks of it. It was very rare that someone had this 
much trouble as they left the television screen, probably the last case of it being 
this bad being with Justin; what with having nothing to eat for a fucking week and 


all and then getting a stone pillar to the face. Still, the group all stared at her as she 
tried to gather her energy, musing on the much more serious issue that was now at 
hand. 


“But without her efforts, we'd never have realized that the culprit is still at large.” 
Yukiko remarked, again, probably giving Naoto a little too much credit. If the killer 
was still at large, he would have struck again anyway. And besides, was it ever 
established that she DID do this purposely? Who knows. Maybe Justin just didn’t 
WANT her to be some sort of genius with a master plan to ensnare the crook. It 
would only be a compliment to someone who had been nothing but bitch to him and 
his sister. 


“You're too frickin' reckless, dammit...” Kanji scolded her, as though relieved she 
was Safe, but oh so pissed that she had put herself in danger in the first place. He 
was like a parent who had their child run away; happy they were safe back at home, 
but oh so pissed and very likely to beat them over the head with a shoe. Sorry, 
hand; because using a shoe would be illegal and wrong. At least it wasn’t a beer 
bottle, entitled assholes. 


“| never doubted that you'd all come for me... Although the reality turned out to be 
far beyond what I'd imagined.” Naoto remarked with amazement, astounded by the 
world beyond the television screen, by just how deep the rabbit hole went. Justin 
warned her not to go chasing rabbits; but did she listen? Noooooo00000. Gotta get 
kidnapped because that’s part of my master plan to get kidnapped and herp de 
derp. Kanji only seemed more annoyed by Naoto’s confidence in them. 


“Tch... What a dumbass. You're no genius at all. We were tearing our hair out over 
you...” He continued to scold her. You know, by this point, | think it was safe to 
assume that everyone was putting two and two together about Kanji and his 
apparent obsession with Naoto, and let me tell you something: calling her a 
dumbass is no way to get in her pants. Rise only seemed to find it adorable though, 
practically swooning over the two lovebirds. 


“So you did worry about her, Kanji! Awww...” Rise gushed over the two. Kanji’s eyes 
widened a little, partially of shock, partially off annoyance, partially of fear. He still 
didn’t get it himself really, but he sure as hell didn’t want Rise going all ‘aww, those 
two are in wove,’ on the two of them. 


“Shuddup! M-Mind your own damn business!” 


“I'll take her home. | don't think she can go back by herself.” Yukiko interrupted Rise 
and Kanji’s little argument; or at least Rise teasing the fuck out of Kanji. Seriously, 
the term ‘old married couple’ would fit those two perfectly; it was like they couldn’t 
stand each other, but god be damned of Rise didn’t take the opportunity to flirt with 
and tease him on a regular basis. Naoto was a little reluctant to allow Yukiko to 


support her, to give her a hand on the way home, but it’s not like she had the 
strength to fend her off anyway. 


“It's... all right... | can...” Naoto tried to plead with Yukiko to allow her to walk home 
on her own, to break free of her grasp on her. Yukiko shook her head though, 
shooting her down without so much a word. Rise had Yukiko covered in that 
department after all. 


“No way, missy! Don't think that doing everything on your own is the "adult" thing 
to do! C'mon, let's go!” Rise cheerfully ordered her to come with them. She sighed 
with defeat before allowing the Investigation Team to carry her home in her current 
state, conceding that she really didn’t have much room to argue when she could 
barely stand. Rise and Yukiko soon departed with Yukiko, slowly but steadily 
followed by the others until only Chie, Justin, and Maya were left. Kurt, was probably 
the first to leave, surprisingly enough, claiming he needed to put his hand on ice. 
Like that would even do anything. The three stood there in quiet for a moment. 


“You’re sure you’re alright, right?” Chie questioned with concern, as she turned 
back to Justin. Justin placed his hand along his spine for a moment, trying to pop it 
back in place; seemed it had gotten a little dislocated during their scuffle with 
Naoto’s shadow; but otherwise he was good. Just a little sore. He smirked at her a 
bit, though warmly if that made sense. 


“Now you know how | felt when you broke your rib that one time.” Justin chuckled. 
Chie just shook her head and smiled a bit. She had thought Justin was getting a little 
over worked up about it at the time, but now that he mentioned it, she could totally 
see where he was coming from now. She hadn’t been more worried in all her life. 
Justin sighed and looked up towards the ceiling for a moment. “Well, all’s well that 
ends well | suppose.” He smiled. 


Just to his side, however, was Maya, still trying to speak but unable to make the 
tiniest squeak. She was smiling warmly despite the fact that she clearly knew no 
words were coming out of her mouth. Justin and Chie stared at her for a moment 
with concern, not entirely sure why that hadn’t expired already, why she was 
completely unable to speak as if her vocal chords had been clipped. Justin bit his 
bottom lip for a moment. 


“Um... That’ll probably clear up in the morning.” Maya’s eyebrows shot up almost 
immediately with concern, her lips mouthing off the word probably, as if questioning 
Justin’s diagnosis. “Hey, | never claimed to be a doctor.” 


